214        THE THINGS WE ARE

" Oh, nothing particular/' he said.

That hurt her. As if she didn't know he
was worried about something. He was trying
to fob her off. She hadn't begun the whole
thing.

He turned back towards the light. He
would have liked to walk over and take her
in his arms and crush her to him. " Kiss
her away." Mrs. Williams's words swung out
from his memory. He would get some of her
simple strength, her mere being; he would
make himself real, he would find rest. Rest,
rest, rest! All thought of the difficulties, the
shock, her refusal, had faded from his mind.
To do it or not to do it was the simple question.
He had only to take her hand; the rest
would follow. And there in a moment of
time he fought a great battle. The whole
action had focused in the taking of her slim
brown hand. As he stared out of the window
he saw it before him, infinitely desirable, to
be held for the sheer thrill of contact, to be
grasped as a symbol of rest. He knew, was
deeply certain, that she would not deny him
at the last.

" You can't use people," came the answering
voice. To use others was to abuse oneself.
It was not a conscious thought, but it came to